
CHAPTER 2: RISING ABOVE LIFE’S CHALLENGES WITH GRIT 
 
You should never view your challenges as a disadvantage. Instead, it's important for you to 
understand that your experience facing and overcoming adversity is actually one of your 
biggest advantages. – Michelle Obama 
 
Now I Am the Voice by Tony Robbins 
 
Now I am the voice 
I will lead, not follow 
I will believe, not doubt 
I will create, not destroy 
I am a force for good 
I am a leader 
Defy the odds 
Set a new standard 
Step Up! 
  
 
 
 
 



Why GRIT is important 
 

Duckworth (2017) has explored the secrets to success through her book GRIT, and 
concludes that when it comes to success, grit is a combination of passion, resilience, 
determination and focus that allows a person to maintain the discipline and optimism to 
persevere in their goals even in the face of discomfort, rejection, and a lack of visible progress 
for years, or even decades. This statement and these findings are very true as they speak to me. 
My early life and career is evidence of it. 
 

In her extensive research, Duckworth (2017) firstly found that what mattered most was 
a never-give-up attitude. Improving the psychology of success, she found that being lucky and 
talented alone could not explain extraordinary success in any field. Instead, what differentiates 
success for the rising stars from those who drop out, is the ability and determination to keep 
going after failure. She says to be satisfied with being unsatisfied. This describes what has been 
my life path. There has never been any guarantee that life will be devoid of obstacles. 

 
Success is a combination of passion and perseverance, and many would attest to that. 

This I found to be true as there are many people I know who are talented but have not been as 
successful as expected. By shining a spotlight on talent, we risk overlooking everything else. 
The most capable were not always the highest achieving. I remember a great friend of mine in 
primary school who was both smart and talented, but she never made it past high school, which 
was most unexpected of her. I have always been a hard worker and I believe this could have 
eventually become natural talent, while I believe my friend Felicity was naturally talented. She 
may have had the potential to be one of the greatest mathematicians for all we know. I have 
always wondered how this is possible. There are many factors that come into play. Given we 
had similar backgrounds, I used to wonder what else came into play for us to have contrasting 
differences in success. 

 
We have an unconscious bias towards talent as observed by this study. Success is a 

series of unimpressive steps and that success and excellence are achievable through consistent 
effort. This has also been echoed in the book, Think and Grow Rich, by Hill (2014). Grit 
involves working on what you love. It involves not just falling in love but staying in love; there 
are no shortcuts to excellence. For some people, passion comes easily and they know exactly 
what they want to work on, from as young as five years old up until the day they die. 

 
After reading GRIT and realizing that it played a huge role in success in my career, I 

decided to try learning how to swim. Since an incident when I almost drowned, I was afraid of 
water. This traumatic incident happened when I was in primary school, in third grade. I will 
never forget how I almost came to face death on that day. 

 
It was one sunny day, and as usual just before we finished school, the weather suddenly 

changed with dark clouds gathering. Just when we were about to finish for the day, it started 
raining cats and dogs. My friends and I always loved naughty games such as playing in the rain 
water, pretending to swim when the water floods on the pavements and bridges. This particular 
day, despite all my friends refusing to go and play in the water, one bully girl who every girl 
feared as she was big and tall, insisted we all go and play in the water. 

 
We had a communal swimming pool in our area and, occasionally, my sister and I 

would go and play there, but we were not good swimmers. This particular day, it rained very 
heavily and, little did we know, it was going to flood heavily on the bridges where we normally 



swim. As we were playing in the water, a huge gush of water came and, before we knew it, 
swept us and threw us uncontrollably. We all lost control and were swept separate ways. I 
remember being carried by this gush of water and screaming for help. I could smell death as a 
child. I was raised in a religious family, so I kept praying for God to save me: Dear God, please 
save me. I do not want to die. I tried to somehow swim, but my legs were not strong enough. 
Indeed, miraculously, God answered my prayer. My dress got caught on a big tree branch, and 
as I was being swept down the bridge, the tree became stuck by the bridge, and so did I. The 
water was gushing past me, but fortunately my head was afloat. This gushing lasted maybe a 
few minutes, but it felt like hours. I was in tears and was so scared, partly because I had almost 
died, but mostly because my left shoe and my bag were swept away. I was thinking about my 
mum and dad, and what I was going to tell them about what had happened to my new shoes 
and bag. I had swallowed all that dirty brown water and was throwing up. 

 
I finally managed to dislodge myself and I climbed up the small bridge. I couldn’t see 

my friends. I started walking towards home. As I arrived, I opened the door and my cousin 
Prisca was standing there watching in horror. ‘What the hell happened to you? Where is your 
bag, and your shoe?’ I just started crying. My mum was not yet back from work. She quickly 
took me in and helped me shower and change. I was waiting for a good beating from my mother 
and father. When my mother arrived, Prisca related what I had told her. Surprisingly, my mum 
was compassionate and was even worried if I was okay. I had a few bruises here and there, but 
I was fine. From that day, I never wanted to be near water. We would travel to nice places 
where there were lovely pools or beaches in South Africa, but I wouldn’t swim or get near the 
sea. I always missed out on the fun. I didn’t participate in any swimming lest that same incident 
happened—until 2018, when I decided it was time to face my fears. 

 
After taking a sabbatical leave when my role became redundant in 2018, I was ready to 

learn and try new skills and hobbies. Learning how to swim was on my to-do list. My other 
sister, Diana, who lives in Johannesburg had had a couple of lessons and could swim but not 
confidently. She had started lessons when I decided to try swimming, so she encouraged me to 
join her. I kept postponing it until, one day, I just decided I wanted to do this. I was going to 
travel to many places, spending six months in Bali writing this book at some resort area with 
nice beaches. I was planning to sell my investments and pack and go. I soon realised though, 
that I was not going to enjoy it as I should, and I reminded myself that Bali is known for many 
tsunamis. After watching the move, The Impossible, where many people died in a tsunami in 
Thailand, learning how to swim became a must and not simply a nice to-do. 

 
The lessons started in Australia when I visited my other sister, Zodwa. Learning to swim 

was one of the scariest and most difficult things I had to learn as an adult, apart from learning 
a new language and driving a car. Thank God, there were many adults in that swim school. Day 
one was excruciating. Day two was no different from the first day. The swimming instructor 
was very patient and really nice. We had our kickboards. What I hated was the water getting 
into my nose. I just couldn’t get the hang of it. Then having to kick and trying to float was just 
so difficult. It was such a weird feeling. I felt like a dumb person. To make matters worse, we 
were training next to the kids, including my niece Malaika, whose ages ranged between three 
and seven years old. Some were in advanced classes. I felt so stupid, but I wasn’t about to give 
up. This was in September 2018. I set a target that in six months’ time, I should at least be able 
to swim five laps with ease, both freestyle and backstroke. 

 
I continued the swimming lessons in 2019, until I could at least swim without a 

kickboard. By the time I went to South Africa in February, I could swim a full lap, but the 



breathing was still difficult. I continued the lessons with a lovely lady, Kaira, at Virgin Active 
Alice Lane in Sandton, until I could do four laps. I could now swim well, especially when 
doing the back stroke, but freestyle was still not perfect. If you want to succeed, you need to 
create new habits and break old ones. Being consistent with my training was critical. I was 
determined, and by the time I got to six months, I was able to swim at least four laps freestyle 
and six laps doing the backstroke. That was an achievement. I decided to set new targets. This 
time, it was ten laps. Slowly but surely, I was confident and could complete ten laps with ease. 
This went on with me setting new targets every time, until I could easily swim 30 laps. As I 
write this book, I can now do 30 laps freestyle in a 25 metre-long pool in 30 minutes. Each 
time I reached my target, I would reward myself with a two-hour massage. 

 
This is what grit is all about—being passionate about something and setting goals to 

achieve—but most importantly, persistence and determination are essential. I almost gave up 
in the early stages of the training. It was hard, and sometimes I felt like I was not progressing, 
but I kept pushing and being consistent. The other thing I did was have a buddy and a role 
model. Diana was my buddy and role model. We trained together twice a week, at the same 
time and same place, in Bryanston, Virgin Active. So in this instance, grit was central to success 
and is similar to my early career days. 

 
We undertook a survey of 100 women to see if grit is indeed the key to success for 

getting to C-Suite in male-dominated workplaces (STEM). The results were very interesting. 
We wanted to find out what it takes to get to C-Suite, if it is having a higher level of grit. The 
results showed that having grit is not the only factor as there was no difference in the grit score 
for specialists, managers, and C-Suite women leaders. The only interesting finding was that 
entrepreneurs scored higher on the grit score versus those in academia and those in corporate. 
The conclusion was that there is no linear relationship that, from specialist to C-Suite, the grit 
scores increase. However, C-Suite had a higher score than those in lower positions, although it 
was not very conclusive. A short executive report on this work can be downloaded at 
www.unleashingmysuperpowers.com/bonuses. 

 
The power of determination and grit was something I had within me as I was growing 

up. Education and working hard was very important, and this discipline was instilled in us from 
a young age. I made friends easily and immediately became drawn to the smartest girls in class. 
My father always said, ‘Why hang around shuro?’ Shuro is an animal that is not so clever. One 
thing I knew for sure was that I was brilliant in Maths. Being Lemba came with expectations 
that you excel in class, especially in Maths and Science. In primary school, when it was just the 
three of us, my sisters didn’t disappoint, as they always got 100% from Grade 1 to 7 for all their 
subjects, while I, on the other hand, would pass with sometimes 99%.  

 
That was not good enough. I remember, from grade 1 to 5, somehow I was always sixth 

or seventh in the class. This was because the top five or six kids would get 100% and I, for 
some reason, would get 99%. Both my sisters won prizes for being excellent in class many 
times, and I was the only one who never received a prize during prize giving. Our school used 
the system of giving overall numbers based on pass rates. In my mind, I knew my class had the 
brightest kids, but who do you tell that cares to listen? I was so determined to get a prize and I 
worked so hard. 

 
This was the beginning of being labelled average by relatives who, when visiting us, 

would first ask, ‘Did you pass?’ The next question would be, ‘What number?’ Then I would 
stammer and try to explain before being cut off by my sisters or cousin who would tell them 

http://www.unleashingmysuperpowers.com/bonuses


that I was perhaps eighth in the class. The relative would say, ‘Are you playing at school? Your 
sisters are all number 1, and you on the other hand are number 8? This is not a Lemba!’ I would 
shy away and feel frustrated, and would end up not explaining as the relative would have no 
interest in seeing my report, to see that I actually only missed out on being first in the class by 
1%. 

 
Now as an adult, I realise how an education system can create or make school children 

worse than they actually are by labelling kids and assigning them placement numbers. I really 
wasn’t average, but it became a known thing that I was average in school. Somehow, in my 
mind, I knew how wrong this was but decided from that day that I did not want to be average. 
You will see as you read further that whatever I did, I wanted to do better than before. That 
started the journey of personal growth and self-improvement in my adult life. I was striving to 
be in first place, and this finally happened when I was in grade 6. That was a breakthrough. It 
was a tie with my best friend, Felicity, who was always first in class, and with a bright boy, 
Elias. Now came prizegiving day, which was always a secret beforehand.  

 
Teachers never told anyone until the day before, and then the teacher would inform the 

prizewinners to prepare and to attend a rehearsal at the assembly. Parents were invited to 
witness the best of the best being awarded prizes, which of course, was purely academic. No 
prize was given for sports excellence or anything else, which I found so ridiculous. Anyway, 
there were two prizes to be given in our class. I assumed the three of us would be given the 
prize, so both my friend and I were so excited. The day before prizegiving, to my surprise, 
Elias and I were the only ones chosen for rehearsals. I was shocked and surprised as my friend 
was not included. She asked me if I had been called, and I had to be honest with her and told 
her I had been called. That didn’t please her and I tried to encourage her to speak to the teacher. 
I can’t remember what excuse the teacher gave her—something to do with character. I felt like 
a fraud, as deep down I always thought Felicity was the smartest, because she had been in first 
place from grade 1 to 7 and I had to work harder to get to that coveted first position. These are 
some of the belief systems that haunted me later in my career, where I felt as though I was not 
good enough, or like a fraud. 

 
High school was another place where discipline and hard work were the order of the 

day. Felicity and I did not go to the same high school. I went to a boarding school, Ingwenya 
Mission (John Tallach) in Ntabazinduna, where grit was the culture and you had no choice but 
to fit in and focus on working hard and passing with high grades. John Tallach was (still is) 
known as one of the best secondary schools in Zimbabwe. There was no time to play, and sports 
was not big. You either had to go to church or study. It was a strict school and we were not 
allowed parties or discos. It was purely study and the competitive environment. We were told 
at school: ‘Study hard so that you can go to university, then work even harder and your career 
and success is guaranteed.’ I did as I was told, worked hard and passed with six distinctions 
and two Bs. I was one of the highest amongst the girls, and fifth in the entire school. My future 
looked bright. I began visualising my future. 

 
I had gone to visit my grandmother after the results were announced. I was so happy. 

Finally, the hard work had paid off. I was feeling like a genius in maths and I enjoyed solving 
problems. My mother wanted me to be a nurse. My father said I could be anything I wanted to 
be. All I knew was that my life would never be the same again. 
 
Figure 2.0 Patience after obtaining her GCE O-levels results 
 



I met my friend, Felicity after receiving our results, who hadn’t achieved so well. I 
always wonder, if she had been persistent and attended my school, would her outcome have 
been the same, or could she have performed better? For me, an environment that is nurturing, 
supportive, and has role models played a key role, but most importantly, it was grit. Felicity 
indicated that she didn’t study as hard as I had, and she had attended parties with few hours for 
study. She had passed five subjects with mostly Cs. This was shocking to me as she was one 
person I always looked up to and thought was super smart. I had sisters who had done very well 
and they set the standard for me. Had I gone to other schools, what could I have become?  

 
Felicity had natural talent, but I think she lost the passion and was not sufficiently 

persistent. Working hard and having smarter sisters and a supportive family helped me to get 
to first position in the class and ultimately to winning a prize. It just shows how having a strong 
self-belief and the pain of being labelled average motivated me to work harder with grit to 
finally succeeding. Therefore, in my view, grit is indeed the key to success—but to what extent 
in particular when it comes to career advancement to C-Suite in male-dominated workplaces?  

 
Our beliefs also shape our resistance. Self-belief is important in succeeding in a career, 

and can actually be empowering. My personal experience in having a strong self-belief system 
helped me to take big risks that led to my career success. It helped me to have a sense of 
optimism, and to create resilience. As seen in the next chapter, this ability to weather setbacks 
and failures, without giving way to paralysing doubt, is critical for success. No-one can take 
away that belief system about self. The image you hold about self is critical. People will try to 
put you down and make you feel as though you are hopeless and useless, but if you believe in 
your abilities—and most importantly, have faith in the face of adversity—you will succeed. It’s 
about mastering your core beliefs and never questioning yourself when you walk into a room 
and own it. 

 
There was a time when I underplayed my intelligence, and of being smart and 

knowledgeable. I wanted to accommodate male egos, literally making myself appear ignorant 
and not smart. You would be in the wrong organisation, or have the wrong friends or associates, 
if you have to downplay your talents. If you have to be apologetic for your successes, then you 
are also in the wrong place. Stop being apologetic for your talent. You owe it to yourself to 
unleash your superpowers. Stop putting your head down for fear of being victimised, and so 
that you make the ego-driven leader feel good about themselves. It is time to unleash your 
superpowers. Smart people are sometimes called misfits. They don’t fit in, because they are 
gifted with infinite intelligence. Steve Jobs didn’t fit in, and there are many so-called misfits.  

 
I was glad when I finally passed my GCE A-levels and was going to university. Finally, 

I would be out of my parents’ home and starting a new, independent life. I wanted to be a 
medical doctor, but career choices were limited. I thought maybe a lawyer. I eventually settled 
for applied chemistry as I was a very curious person. I also thought there would be many more 
career choices with a STEM degree than being a lawyer. I saw how both my sisters’ lives 
changed when they finished high school. They both studied maths for their postgraduate 
studies. They had freedom and even holidays and they were working part time, so they finally 
didn’t have to run my dad’s errands. You can understand how much I couldn’t wait to also go 
to university. 

 
University life was exciting. I attended the National University for Science and 

Technology (NUST) in Bulawayo. It was the second largest that time and we were pioneers of 
that university when it opened. I was so happy as there was no need to wear uniforms, and we 



could go to parties. I was staying at the university residence. All was good. I communicated 
again with my friend, Felicity who was studying to be a secretary. We immediately reconnected 
and would go out together. One day, she invited me to go with her to Zambia. Her cousin, who 
had spent many years in the United Kingdom, was getting married back in her home country 
in Zambia. I was excited about the idea of travelling regionally. We used to travel with my dad 
to Botswana, but this time it would be different. It would be me and my best friend. Felicity 
and I decided that we were going to use the train from Bulawayo, cross the border and go all 
the way to Victoria Falls. From Victoria Falls, we were going to Livingstone. From 
Livingstone, we would then catch another train to Lusaka. 

 
I was so excited, and I went to speak to my mum and my dad. My mum was not happy 

but I insisted, until both of them conceded. Our trip was amazing, including a stop at Victoria 
Falls where we toured. It is about 380 km from Bulawayo to the north and is one of the world’s 
most spectacular and largest waterfalls, located about midway along the course of the Zambezi 
River, at the border between Zambia to the north and Zimbabwe to the south. Its roughly twice 
the height of North America's Niagara Falls and well over twice its width. The Mosi-oa-Tunya 
(means the smoke that thunders) as it is commonly called is the world’s greatest sheet of falling 
water world heritage for any avid tourists as described by UNESCO (UNESCO website). I have 
been to the Victoria Falls more than five times to a point of even doing a bungy jumping. Each 
time I visit, it feels fresh and I am in awe of its beauty.  

 
We arrived in Zambia the following day and we cooked a lot of food for the family. 

There was so much that was happening, including a kitchen tea party that we attended. We 
enjoyed it to the point where we missed our transport to take us back to where we were staying 
so we decided to hitchhike. Shortly, a middle-aged man stopped for us. My friend was sitting 
in the front seat and the man started asking her name and if she would like to go clubbing. We 
told him that we have arrived where we need to be and he should stop the car, but he drove on 
past, without stopping. We were scared. We’d had a way of communicating since primary 
school whenever we were in danger. I tapped her on the shoulder and she knew that meant: 
Danger, run!  

 
The moment the man stopped the car at a traffic light, we just opened the doors and ran. 

We ran as fast as lightning till we arrived home. Whether the guy was just playing games or 
what, the point is that he didn’t stop and we didn’t feel safe. Could we have been abducted? 
We will never know, but it shows how easy it is for that to happen to young girls when 
hitchhiking. It could have happened anywhere in the world. Girls, especially in Africa, 
disappear daily, and no one knows where they are taken, but research suggests they are taken 
across borders. How does the trafficking take place, most people wonder? Child and girl sex 
trafficking is one of the biggest challenges in the world. More than a million girls are trafficked 
daily according to the UN. Human trafficking is the process of trapping people through the use 
of violence, deception or coercion, and exploiting them for financial or personal gain. 

 
* * ** * 

 
Life doesn’t prepare you for the unexpected; it’s how you choose to deal with it that 

matters. I was back at university on a particular day and I woke up feeling very emotional but 
didn’t know why. The previous night, I had spent time with my family at a restaurant enjoying 
ourselves. I slept very late. It was raining and you could smell the freshness of the rain in the 
air. I started crying for no reason. Something was amiss. I couldn’t eat and I didn’t want 
anything. I just knew something was not right. When I arrived at the university (the campus 



was far from where we lived, so we had a bus transport us), and I started doing my chemistry 
distillation experiments, I was shaking and I broke the distillation apparatus. The research lady 
was very kind and she asked me to take a seat and rest. I was sobbing uncontrollably when I 
heard my name being called by one of the lecturers. 

 
My family had come to ask for me. I didn’t ask what the problem was, but my eyes were 

filled with tears. I just knew it was death. I could see death in their eyes. Indeed, as we were 
approaching home, I said, ‘Its Dad, isn’t it?’ They said yes. I lost my voice, my 
eyesight…everything. He had never been sick in his entire life. He was full of life and was just 
starting out as an entrepreneur. I cried so hard, my voice was gone. My younger brother was 
four years of age. My mother was then unemployed. I had all these siblings and extended family 
that looked up to my father. Who was going to take care of everyone now that he was gone? I 
was heavy with child. When I saw all my sisters, we just cried. I can never forget this day. 
Death was never something we experienced apart from my brother who was very young when 
he died. This time it hit hard. My father had a car accident. He fell asleep at the steering wheel. 
His car then swerved to the far left when he suddenly woke up and realised he was off the road. 
He must have turned the steering wheel too far to rectify, and the car went over the bridge. He 
died of internal injuries. As I write this, it still feels very fresh, as his death was so sudden. He 
was only 52 years old. Such is life. Death comes like a thief in the night. 

 
My two older sisters and I had to grow up quickly and help my mother financially to 

take care of my nine siblings. Balancing life as a young mother, wife, and sister, and completing 
university, was one of the most challenging times of my life. The birth of my son was 
transformational. I was very young, only 21 years old, but there is that instant motherhood 
instinct that kicks in when you suddenly have a child while you are young. I had all the support 
from both my ex and my family. He was the first grandchild. I had to deal with having lost a 
father and with motherhood. I had no time to feel sorry for myself. All I knew was I needed to 
pass my university exams. 

 
It is important to have a vision and never lose focus. The death of my father left a huge 

emptiness, fear and pain in me. However, despite this setback, I never lost sight of my goal, 
which was to obtain my honours degree. It was not easy, but I invested every ounce of strength 
that I possessed—physical, mental, and spiritual—towards my studies. In difficult situations 
such as these, you need strength not only from family support but from the power of the source 
of everything: in my case, the spiritual world. I am a Christian and was raised as such, so my 
belief in the Holy Spirit has always helped me cope with adversity.  

 
I was doing well… I had picked up the pieces and I was managing to juggle being a 

university student, a mother and a wife. I had set goals for myself to succeed. Through 
determination and hard work, I achieved a distinction for work experience exams during my 
internship and, subsequently, achieved another distinction for my final year honours project, 
resulting in an overall upper second (2.1) grade for my degree, despite my father having just 
passed on. I learned that every fall does not mean failure. 

 
Most people struggle to deal with unexpected events, especially with COVID-19, which 

was one of the most distressing periods of our lives. Rebounding after a setback requires 
resilience. What is resilience? It’s not just the ability to persevere. We all have to face difficult 
moments. Proper training for our minds, bodies, and emotional resilience is essential in 
confronting life’s ups and downs. Fall seven times, rise eight. Resilience is the ability to deal 
with setbacks. The more resilient we are, the easier it will be to pick ourselves up and get back 



to what gives meaning to our lives. The death of my father left us with an instant family of 
more than 30 people he was supporting, and we had to find ways to help each and every person 
who was dependent on him, including our own siblings. My mother always taught us to put 
others first. I was only 21, with a young baby and with an unemployed mother who was at the 
time still coming to grips with the death of my father. She was suffering from depression. The 
three of us, myself and my two older sisters, had to strategise together. We agreed to prioritise 
the education of our siblings. Unfortunately, the pension that my father left was not sufficient 
to even pay for any of their fees. I was getting a pocket money allowance from university, and 
that went towards helping. 

 
* * ** * 

 
1994 was a defining moment for everyone: the Mandela moment. Nelson Mandela was 

a hero globally but more so for every African person. I was fascinated by his eloquence, his 
courage and conviction. In my opinion, he is indeed the greatest leader of all time. I have read 
all his books and still refer to some of his teachings. He preached love and reconciliation. It is 
said that Mandela is one of few people with a high consciousness. All was well, and life was 
good again. I had moved to South Africa, was married and happy again. I now had a good job 
working as a research chemist at one of the second biggest platinum mine producers, Impala 
Platinum in South Africa.  

 
Then, in 1998, another setback hit me… I became divorced. This was another traumatic 

experience in my life. Not only did I have to fend for myself and my son as a single parent, but 
I had to continue assisting my family in their upkeep. I had two choices: stick my head in the 
sand and feel sorry for myself, or dust myself off and get on with life so that I could achieve 
the goals I had set for myself. I had a son and a family to think about. There was no time to feel 
sorry for myself. I chose to remain focussed on my goals. I had to quickly shift the paradigm 
of being a victim to being victorious (being responsible). In life, as Mandela said, it’s not how 
many times you fall that matters, it’s how quickly you get up and dust yourself off and move 
on. Life is filled with unexpected events that you cannot control, but you can control how you 
respond. 

 
No problem is ever permanent. The divorce made me realise that setbacks are only 

temporary and can drive you or destroy you. What drove me was knowing what I wanted in 
life. I knew I had a purpose and I had clarity for what I wanted to achieve this time. I had a son 
and family to look after, including the whole village that I had to help uplift from poverty. I 
couldn’t let them down. During that time (2000), my career in the mining industry had already 
started. I was working as a senior chemist. I was struggling to make ends meet as the rent was 
expensive, and I had huge expenses every month; I was just getting by. Luckily, my aunt from 
the UN always used to visit her children who were attending boarding school in the Eastern 
Cape. She would always ensure she bought enough groceries that would last me for a long time. 
That was indeed a blessing as I knew my expenses were covered. I was working hard and would 
drive to Springs, as I was working in the labs. I had to drop off my son in the mornings in 
Benoni, then pick him up afterwards. 

 
Towards year end, my friend Cindy and I (with whom I worked in the same lab) decided 

to do an MBA at WBS. We both applied and she got placed first. That time, I was acting in a 
more senior position and had spoken with my boss about a promotion. I had done very well and 
had presented great results for the research work I was doing. I presented every quarter on the 
research project on a new instrument that we had just commissioned, the research was in 



collaboration with a German consulting firm. I was developing new standards so that we could 
switch to the new technology that was faster and more accurate than the traditional method.  

 
While I was waiting for both my MBA and promotion, I attended an interview with one 

big chemical company for a global leadership acceleration program. I was one of the four 
leaders accepted into the program. We were to be trained over two years, including getting a 
master’s degree. I was ecstatic. My prayers had been answered. The power of faith and belief 
in breakthroughs was something I was used to. I always resort to the spiritual realm when things 
don’t make sense. 

 
Power of the mind is unbelievable. After the divorce, I kept saying, ‘I wish I could go 

overseas for a while,’ and I kept asking myself, ‘How do I go overseas? How can I get a job 
overseas for a change?’ As they say: ask and it shall be given. Indeed, God answered my 
prayers. 

 
As if that blessing wasn’t enough, one day, I had just finished lunch when I received a 

call at my office from an unfamiliar voice. The person on the line said, ‘Hi Patience, this is 
Professor Ralston. I would like to congratulate you for winning the scholarship award to study 
for a PhD in Australia…’ The rest I didn’t hear, except when he mentioned Anglo Platinum. 

I said, ‘Sorry, I didn’t get that.’ 
He repeated, ‘I would like to congratulate you again that Anglo Platinum has decided 

to co-sponsor you.’ My heart was expanding with excitement. I was ecstatic, to say the least. I 
couldn’t believe that I had been praying for a job at Anglo Platinum, and had been rejected 
three times for positions I had applied for, and here they were offering to sponsor me to study 
in Australia. 

 
My clients that I coach always ask, ‘How do you deal with rejection?’ I have reflected 

on how many times I have actually been rejected, and on the emotions associated with it at the 
time. Some of the worst rejections I have previously experienced made me question my 
abilities, and sometimes I would wallow in a self-pity party. But then fast forward to now, as I 
look back at my life, and I realise that some of the rejections were actually redirecting me to 
something bigger and more powerful. We face different types of rejection. It's about how you 
deal with the rejection that matters, and the meaning you give it. You can wallow in self-pity 
for a long time, and focus on why it happened, or you can choose to reflect on the learnings, 
and reframe the rejection as an opportunity for better things to come. Reframing helps me to 
keep focused on my mission. This was a typical case where the same company that had rejected 
me three times was coming back with triple the great dosage. A lesson here is that your current 
situation is not your final destination. 

 
I thought I was dreaming when the professor said this. I asked for his number in case it 

was a hoax. He gave me his number and mentioned that I would be receiving a call from Anglo 
Platinum shortly, to arrange for a meeting so that they would know what my needs were and 
what the conditions were for the sponsorships. The moment he said goodbye, and I put the 
phone down, I screamed! I couldn’t believe what had just happened! Is this true? What if this 
is too good to be true? I asked myself. Then as I was still making sense of what had just 
happened; indeed, a call came through. ‘Hi, this is Sarah. I am phoning from… I would like to 
congratulate you first and foremost. We need to schedule a meeting between you and Sandy 
Lambert and Peter Charlesworth this week. When are you available?’ The date was locked in 
and at 8 am on the appointed day, I was in the offices of Anglo Platinum, at the Anglo Platinum 
Research Centre in Germiston. 



 
I was introduced to the HR person dealing with my case, Peter Barnes. I entered the 

boardroom where there were three directors and the HR Manager. It felt like a job interview. I 
was sweating as I could still not believe what was happening. They congratulated me and 
welcomed me to the family. Is this a movie or something? I was in a trance, and just listening. 
They took me through the sponsorship and details. We signed the agreement, but before that, 
they said there was one condition: I needed to resign from my current employer as there was a 
conflict of interest, and I should do this immediately. I told them there was no problem and that 
I would do so, but I needed to complete the project I was working on. They then put in the 
agreement date for when the sponsorship was effective. 

 
Opportunities, when they come, come in droves. There was something about the brand 

in Africa that drew many people to Anglo Platinum. I had visualised myself working for this 
global company and now that dream had come true. I had the task of preparing for my trip to 
Australia, but before that, I had another task before me, which was to decline the offer from the 
other company. Despite my desire to be with Anglo Platinum it was still a difficult decision for 
me to make because the job that was offered seemed amazing. I consulted as usual with my 
two sisters Peddie, Pepsi and my mum, and we debated about it. My mum thought it was too 
soon as I had just divorced and it was too many changes all at once.  

 
Eventually, what both my sisters said was that I have to think about what it is that I 

want—what’s best for me at this point in time—but also I should think about the long term. 
What does the future look like for myself and my son? I had a lot to think about, but it was 
ultimately a no-brainer because I knew I wanted to go to Australia and I wanted to join Anglo 
Platinum. Eventually, I made the decision that I was going to Australia. It was a big decision. 
I would be joining the number-one platinum mining company in the whole world. I was ready 
for a new life, new beginnings and new friends. I knew it was what I had always wanted. But I 
wasn’t sure about doing a PhD at that point in time. 

 
Finally, I received the dual scholarship from the University of South Australia and this 

global mining company to study for a PhD. I started packing some of my things and giving 
away what I didn’t need. When I went to see my boss, Dawn Stephens, she said she also actually 
wanted to speak to me about something. She told me the company had decided to pay for my 
MBA studies and promote me at the same time. I was shocked and didn’t know what to say to 
her. Should I tell her that I’m actually resigning? I decided not to, and waited until I had a 
student visa. Eventually, I had to tell her that I was resigning. I felt bad, but she was very 
supportive and said, ‘Look, if I was in your position, I would’ve done the same thing. It’s a 
great experience and you are going to learn new things; you’re going to a new country.’ That 
made it easier for me. 

 
The student visa took much longer than expected. Eventually, I received it and my ticket 

was ready. I was leaving South Africa for Australia. As I arrived at the airport and boarded, I 
had mixed feelings as I didn’t know what to expect. I was wondering what Australia would 
look like. I was excited but missed my family already, especially my son. I was going to start 
a new chapter in my life, in a new country with new people and a new career—potentially, my 
new life was about to begin. My hard work and persistence had finally paid off amidst all the 
turmoil. This dual scholarship to study a PhD overseas, was an opportunity of a lifetime. 
 
2.7  Exercise 
 



I believe being grittier definitely has played a huge role in my success this far. Grit has 
two components: passion and resilience. That’s why, as a leader, when your teams lose passion, 
you need to worry. Passion is the burning desire to succeed. Have you seen how certain people 
have great talent, but when you speak to them about what they can do, they just don’t have any 
enthusiasm or passion? Passion for me is like fuel. I will talk in detail in the next chapter about 
finding your passion, because if you are not in a career that lights you up, then your grit will 
be low and you will struggle to achieve your goals. Passion makes it easier to be resilient. When 
you are met with setbacks, you must not let them derail you. 

You can find the grit scale that Duckworth (2017) developed, which measures your grit 
score, in her book, GRIT. Measure how GRITTY you are. 
 

http://www.unleashingmysuperpowers.com/
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